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01)E  TO  LORD  PALMERSTON, 

BT 

JAMES  BRONTERRE  O’BRIEN. 

1 

What  daring  muse  will  undertake  thy  fame, 

Great  Proteus  of  the  protocolic  tribe ! 

For  forty  years  the  world  has  been  thy  game, 

Yet  who  thy  dext’rous  play  could  e’er  describe, 
Though  all  thy  gains  were  offer’d  as  a bribe? 

Y^ea!  thou  has  play’d  such  transcendental  card 
That  but  a wizard-seer  could  be  thy  bard. 

One  vers’d  like  thee  in  deplomatics  mystic, 

Sublim’d  by  genius,  dark  and  cabalistic — 

Whoe’er  may  be  such  seer — be  his  the  task 
To  paint  thee  under  every  form  and  mask  ; 
Chopping  about  with  men,  and  things,  and  times. 
Abnormal  as  the  metre  of  these  rhymes. 

And,  though,  in  semblance,  without  art  or  veil, 

Dark  as  the  demon  of  a German  tale. 

2 

)f  How  grapple  with  thy  airy,  sliifty  frame  ? 

A new  man  every  reign,  yet  still  the  same. 

Changing  with  every  scene,  yet  with  one  aim. 
Building  on  war  and  peace  alike  thy  fame. 

Made  gi’eat  by  acts  that  bring  on  others  shame, 
Tliriving  at  once  on  eulogy  and  blame. 
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Thy  words  most  lofty,  when  thy  thoughts  most  tame 
Exordiums  pompous,  with  conclusions  lame. 

To  perfect  candour  ever  laying  claim ; 

WhUe  steep’d  in  guile  to  play  out  Satan’s  game, 

A very  sphinx’s  riddle  is  thy  name  ! 

3 

Who  will  the  rainbow’s  habitation  fix  ? 

Who  win  the  dying  dolphin’s  hues  define  ? 

Who  will  expound  by  rule  a conjuror’s  tricks  ? 

Who  will  the  meteor’s  lawless  track  divine  ? 

4 

Who,  with  Pythagoras,  will  scent  the  soul 
Through  metamorphos’d  life  in  all  its  forms  ? 

Wlio  will  reveal  what  hidden  laws  control 

The  elements,  the  light’ning,  floods,  and  storms  ? 

Wlioe’er  can  work  these  fancies  into  facts. 

Let  such  alone  divine  thee  from  thy  acts. 

Then  turn  thee  upside  down,  and  inside  out. 

To  make  more  sure  of  what’s  thy  whereabout. 

4 

Who,  fraught  with  blasts  from  hell  or  heav’n-sped  airs, 
Can  stamp  the  worth  of  diplomatic  wares  ? 

Can  pounce  on  statesmen  in  their  secret  lairs  ? 

Can  creep  invisibly  up  their  back  stairs  ? 

Can  watch  their  slumbers,  speU  their  grim  nightmares  ? 
Can  backwards  read,  as  imps  read  witches  prayers  ? 

Can  trace  their  crooked  actions  to  their  source. 

Despite  the  index  of  their  seeming  course, 

’TUI  truth  be  found  where  nothing  is  but  lies. 

And  statecraft  walk  abroad  without  disguise  ? 
^Whoev’er  can  do  these  tilings,  if  any  can. 

Let  such  alone  pourtray  thy  inner  man. 

Expound  thy  statesmanship  without  convictions, 

And  reconcile  thy  life  of  contradictions. 
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What  Being  art  thou  ? — wliither  dost  thou  tend ! 
Where  may  one  find  thee?  What’s  thy  purpos’d  end  ? 
Thy  mission — is  it  one  of  hate  or  love  ? 

Whence  comes  it — from  below,  or  from  above  ? 

What  creed  holds  empire  o’er  thy  subtle  mind  ? 

Art,  thou  the  friend  or  foe  of  human  kind  ? 

Would’st  thou  rejoice  to  hear  of  freedom’s  birth, 

Or  leave  to  Ctzars,  for  ever,  this  feir  earth  ? 

Oh,  Palmerston  ! if  ev’r  thou  mad’st  response 
To  questions  plain  and  straight,  respond  at  once. 

But  no  ! — ’twould  cost  thee  all  thy  power  and  pelf, 

Ev’n  if  thou  could’st,  to  dare  reveal  thyself. 

Thy  spell  were  broke  ! — revers’d  would  be  thy  hist’rv. 
Since  aU  thy  power  and  worth  are  buUt  on  mist’ry. 

6 

That  inner  man,  which  to  thy  outer,  lends 
The  secret  charm  to  baffle  foes  and  friends. 

Making  them  both,  alike,  subserve  thy  ends. 

While  neither  dreams  whereto  thy  purpose  tends. 

That  inner  man,  so  full  of  crooked  bends, 

What  pen  could  trace  ? What  mortal  comprehends  ? 
Not  Urquhart’s  self,  with  aU  that  he  pretends, 

Thy  Punic  tongue,  Russ  heart,  and  Janus-face, 

Have  baffled  all,  both  in  and  out  of  place  ; 

For,  where’s  thy  Cunrogue,  ’mongst  the  Ins  or  Ovts, 
Knows  yet  thy  wherefore,  or  thy  whereabouts  ? 

They,  whilom,  leagued,  despite  thy  claims  and  wishes 
To  dock  thy  share  of  the  State-loaves  and  fishes  ; 

They  tried  to  make  thee  play  but  second  fiddle, 

But  soon  found,  to  their  cost,  thou  wast  a riddle. 

For  some  brief  space  they  triumph’d  o’er  thy  fall, 

Then  down  they  went — thou  thimble-rigg’dst  them  all ! 
They  thought  they  held  the  pea,  but  thou  more  nimble, 
Soon  mad’st  them  see,  they  lifted  the  wrong  ihimble. 
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What  bard  could  track  theo  through  thy  tortuous  ways 
Without  being  lost  in  laborynthine  maze  ? 

How  even  sight  thee,  ever  wrapt  in  haze, 

Save  when  thy  genius,  hke  a comet’s  blaze. 

Burst  lurid  on  our  sight,  in  grim  displays. 

Of  what  the  devil  may  dare  in  these  our  days  ? 

Some  hell-bom  plot  to  play  the  despots’  game. 

With  fleets  and  armies  rais’d  in  freedom’s  name  ? 

• 

Some  compact  foul,  by  which  State-knaves  agree, 

To  share  an  empire  they  pretend  to  free  ! 

Some  monster  war  in  which  our  deadliest  blows 
Are  dealt  to  allied  friends  instead  of  foes  ! 

Some  treach’rous  pact,  whereby  some  traitor’s  breath 
Consigns  our  troops  to  pestilence  and  death. 

Some  hideous  plan  to  “ civilize  ” the  Turk,, 

That  gives  him  treble  taxes,  bonds,  and  work  ! 

Makes  him  abjure  what’s  good  in  his  religion. 

That  usurers  may  pluck  him  like  a pigeon. 

Some  scheme  of  intervention,  for  “ protection,” 

That  drives  our  'proteges  to  insurniction ! 

Then  slaughters  them,  and  seizes  on  their  soil. 

Because  they  won’t  be  made  a willing  spoil 
To  fatten  usurers  by  three-fold  toil. 

8 

Oh,  Palmerston ! what  muse  of  heav’n-ward  wing 
Such  fiendish  deeds  as  these  could  bear  to  sing  ? 

Not  Milton’s  own — that  sketch’d  whole  hosts  of  devils — 
Durst  paint  the  scenes  in  which  thy  genius  revels  ; 

Scenes  which  have  made  the  nations  of  the  earth. 

With  justice,  curse  the  hour  that  gave  thee  birth ; 

For,  where’s  the  nation  thou  hast  not  embroil’d  ? 

Or  where  the  people  thou  hast  not  despoiled  ? 
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What  patriot-chieftains  hast  thou  not  waylaid. 
Themselves  destroyed,  and,  then,  their  cause  betray’d  ? 
Till  not  one  patriot,  even  the  most  romantic, 

(Unless  the  unhappy  wight  were  downright  frantic). 
Would  trust  thee,  from  the  Indus  to  the  Atlantic. 
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Poland  is  dead ! too  well  thou  know’st  the  reason  ; 
Hung’ry  betray’d ! both  charge  on  thee  foul  treason : 
Rome  ! Naples ! Lombardy  ! (their  chiefs  agree). 
Might  all  have  won  their  freedom  but  for  thee ! 

Thy  league  with  Bonaparte  destroy’d  aU  hopes 
Of  purging  Italy  of  kings  and  popes. 

While  ye  disposed  of  England  and  of  France, 
Freedom  and  Right  had  not  one  earthly  chance — 
Thou  and  thy  PaZ,  the  felon  of  December, 

Thought  of  Italians,  only  to  dismember. 

’Tis  true,  ye  term’d  their  governments  “ a curse,” 

But,  ’twas  because  ye  could  not  make  them  worse  ; 
More  power  for  wealth  was  what  ye  both  bespoke. 
But,  for  the  multitude,  a heavier  yoTce, 

The  yoke  of  lords  and  grinding  middle  classes. 

Who,  in  the  names  of  kings,  should  crush  the  masses. 
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In  secret  league  with  all  that  worship  Mammon, 

And  rule  mankind  by  bayonets,  bribes,  and  gammon,’"* 
Link’d  with  the  chiefs  of  all  the  monied  factions, 
Holding  the  threads  of  movements  and  reactions  ; 

With  agents  scatter’d  over  every  clime, 

Who,  waiting  but  thy  signal,  bide  their  time, 

Thy  evil  genius  flits  from  realm  to  realm, 

To  whisper  tyrants  how  to  guide  the  helm. 

Shaking  all  rotten  thrones  by  revolution. 

To  buUd  up  strong  ones,  on  their  dissolution  ; 
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Oiyiiig  their  slaves  some  mongrel  constitution, 

That  imdtiplies  oppression  and  pollution  ; 

Some  scheme  adjusted  for  the  middle  classes, 

That  treats  the  multitude  as  mere  jack- asses, 

Heaps  burden  upon  burden  on  their  backs, 

While  sinking  beneath  profits,  rents,  and  tax — 

Till  goaded  by  exactions  and  collusion, 

And  madden’d  into  desperate  confusion, 

They  sweep  away,  by  counter-revolution, 

The  finiits  of  thy  intrigues  and  elocution. 

Then  after  a brief  Satumalian  feast, 

From  anarchy,  you  boast,  they  are  releas’d  ! 

You  re-instal  some  stupid  Bourbon-beast, 

And,  tell  them,  of  two  evils  he’s  the  least ! 

Such  are  workings  of  thy  every  charter. 

They  drive  thy  dupes  to  anarchy  and  barter ; 

The  multitude,  thy  never-fading  martyr, 

Whdst  thou! — art  Knight -Companion  of  the  Garter! 

11. 

Answer  me  not, — that  multitudes  abroad. 

Concede  to  thee,  the  Championship  of  Right ; 

Nay,  boast  thy  very  name  has  over-aw’d 
The  despots  of  the  earthwho  rule  by  might. 

“ That  sword,”  say  they,  “ let  freemen  only  draw. 
Which,  after  despots  from  their  thrones  are  hurl’d. 
Shall  found  a state  on  liberty  and  law  ; 

And  thou  wilt  back  them  up  throughout  the  world. 

Whatever  states  free  constitution  own, 

Are,  each  and  aU  of  them,  they  boast,  thy  debtor. 
Their  laws,  they  add,  would  soon  bi^  overthrown, 

But  that  they  find  in  thee  a firm  abettor. 
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Ctzars,  Popes,  and  Emperors  would  all  combine, 

To  make  a bonfire  of  their  charter’d  rights. 

And  supersede  them  by  the  “ Right  Divine !” 

But  for  the  flag  that  waves  from  Albion’s  heights. 

That  flag,  symbolical  of  freedom’s  reign, 

Will  ever  make  the  banded  despots  cower. 

Long  as  Old  England’s  fleets  shall  sweep  the  main, 
And  Palmerstons  be  found  to  wield  her  power.” 

12 

Oh,  Palmerston ! the  hour,  I trust,  draws  near. 
When  even  schoolboys  wiU  despise  this  rant. 

When  thy  pretentions  shall,  unmasked,  appear 
Just  what  they  are — cajolery  and  cant — 

’Tis  true  thy  evil  genius  roams  the  earth. 

To  sow  the  seeds  of  what  thou  caU’st  reform, 

But  thy  abortions,  from  their  hour  of  birth. 

Have,  one  and  all,  bred  pestilence  and  storm. 

The  tree  is  known,  Christ  tells  us,  by  its  fruit ; 

Try  thy  abortions  by  this  sacred  test. 

And  where  has  one  of  them  yet  taken  root 
That  has  not  proved  itself  a mortal  pest  ? 

Take  Spain,  take  Portugal,  Piedmont,  Greece, 

Take  any  state  thy  nostrums  have  been  tried  in. 
And  see  their  wretched  subjects  pluck’d  hke  geese. 
And  bled  by  chartered  knaves  that  none  confide  in  • 

Their  taxes  trebled,  bread  made  scarce  and  dear. 

Their  governments  given  up  to  peculators. 

Rents  doubled,  trenching  on  their  homely  cheer. 

Their  industry,  the  prey  of  speculators. 
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And  as  for  Eights— with  all  thy  pompous  prate, 

The  useful  classes  are  bereft  of  all ! 

Thy  system  makes  the  rich  alone  the  State, 

Down  to  the  rank  of  brutes  the  workers  fall ; 

For,  not  a man  of  them  has  vote,  nor  voice, 

Where’er  thy  felon-politics  prevail. 

The  lords  of  land  and  gold  alone  rejoice. 

Within  thy  boasted  constitutions*  pale. 

13 

r t 

But  by  the  Everlasting’s  Righteous  Fiat ! 

That  state  of  things  shall  not  endure  much  longer ; 

The  nations  of  the  earth  shall  rise  and  try  it ! 

If  Satan,  or  th’  Almighty,  be  the  stronger* 

So  now,  take  warning ! and  add  one  change  more 
To  all  thy  past — if  thou  would’st  ’scape  disasters — 

Quit  Satan’s  service ! — open  a new  score ! 

Confess ! repent ! fear  God ! — in  short-change  masters  ! 

Julyy  1856. 
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